
P o'emt* 

*’^*'*’ ^ ***** K.e*fon it pafl citt. 

And franticke madde with ever-more uni eft. 

My thoughts and my difcourfe as mad mens ar«, 
Attandomcfrom the truth vaincly expreft. 

t«L.^ faitc, and thought thee 

Who art ai bJackeas hell, as darke as night. 


bright^ 



Lives fiwerfttU fnltlltj. 


Q Me what eyes hath love pat in my head. 
Which have no correfpondence with true fight. 
Or ifthey have, where is my judgement fled, * 
That evnfurej falfeh what they fee aright ? 

If that be faire where op my falfe eye? idote. 

What meants the world to fay it is not fo? 

If it be not, then love doth well denote. 

Loves eye is not fo true as all mens t no 
How can it ? Oh how can loves eye be true. 

That is fovext with watching and with tearss } 

No marvel 1 then though I miftake my view. 

The Suime it fclfe fees not, till heaven cleeres. 

O cunning love, with teares thou keepft me blinde, 
Leaft eyes well feeing thy foule faults fhould finde. 

Canft thou Ocruell, fay I love thee npr. 

When I againft ray felfe with thee partake ; 

Doe I not thinke on thee when I forgot 
Am of my felfe, all tyrant for thy fake ? 

Who hateth thee, that I doe call my friend. 

On whom froun'ft thou that 1 doe faune 


Piems, 

May if thou lowrft on me, doe I not fpend 
Revtnge upon my felfe with prefent mone, 

\Vhat merit do 1 in my felfe refpeft. 

That is fo proud thy fcrvice to difpife. 

When all my beft doth worfhip thy defeft, 
Commanded by the motion of thine eves, 

Butlove bate on for now I know thy minde, 

Thofe that canfeetliou lov’ft, and I am blinde. 
Oh from what power haft thou thispowrefull minhr 
WithinfufEciency my heart tofway, “ * 

Xomake me give the lie to my true fight, 

Andfweare tbatbrightnefle doth not grace the day J 
Whence haft thou this hccomming of things ill ^ 
That in the very refufe of thy deeds, ^ * 

There is fuch ftrength and warrantife of skill 
Thatinmy minde thy worft all beftexceeds ? ’ 

Who taught thee how to make me love thee more ’ 
The more I heare and fee juft caufeof hate, * 

Oh thoDgh I lore what others doe abhorre, 

Wiihothers thou fliouldft not abhotte my ftatc. 

If thy unworthinefle rai s’d love in me. ^ 

More worthy I to be bdov’dof thee. 


Reuliatiio, 


Thine 


I ****** “y Mufe, 

And found fueh faire afliftance in my verfe, 

A»e»erMhe«Penhath§Gtmyufe,^ 

And under thee thctrpoefiedifperfc. 
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